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quake.3 ... I replied: cAn earthquake is no concern of
mine,' and prepared to resume my slumbers. I was again
awakened by your daughter Lucy digging her elbow into
my back—and I can assure you, Brown, that your daughter
Lucy's elbow is no cushioned one—and saying: William,
get up and warn the children that there is an earthquake/
... So I went into Olive's room, and said 'Earthquake.,
earthquake/ and I went into Arthur's room and I said:
'Earthquake, earthquake/ and I went into Fordie's room
and I said: 'Earthquake, earthquake/ and then I went and
took a bath. And I can assure you that as I went along the
corridor I saw several people who had scandalously little
on them."
Whilst he took his bath the entire hotel had fallen about
his ears, but he expressed annoyance that he should have
been able only half to fill his bath, the water-pipes having
been torn to pieces.
That catastrophe had completely wiped out that Ligurian
city.
So I had always imagined that I had been there. Indeed,
one of the most vivid things that I can remember is being
in a shelter made by an inclined sail, beneath a palm tree,
and surveying a glazed, one-story edifice resembling what
to-day we call a sun parlour. From it emerges my uncle
William looking singularly Moorish. He has a white, full
bath-robe; his sensitive, brown, aquiline features are crowned
by a white knotted towel for all the world like a turban.
. . . Later he says in the course of a discussion of The Divine
Comedy that after mature consideration—whilst the town was
falling about his ears—he has arrived at the conclusion that
the most beautiful words in the world in any language
with which he is acquainted are:
Guardami ben*, ben9 son, ben' son' Beatrice. And I dare say
he was right. . . .
Alas! alas! that memory was to be rudely disturbed. Three
or four years later I mentioned the earthquake confidingly
to my cousin Olive, who was even younger than L She
said:
"Earthquake in San Remo! . . . You were never there!

